BREAKING    THE    ICE
suddenly in the distance. We also started our operations
again. The three screws, which are driven by independent
engines, were pushing us along.
'We are climbing up on the field, the bow is already out
of the water', I suddenly cried out, terrified. Voronin
roared back at me—his Old Bill moustache bristling—that
I had made a thorough fool of myself—that was just what
they wanted. The method of the ice-breaker, which has
a very flat and dull bow, is to push its front part on top
of the ice and crush it under its own weight. That at least
was what they explained to mea whereupon I remembered
having read it before I set out. But this time the ice did not
crush under our weight and we found ourselves suspended
with the front quarter of the ship on the field and three-
quarters of it in the water. A rather undignified position
for such an impressive ship.
'What shall we do?5 I asked.
'Drive the propellers in the other direction and withdraw
graciously back into the water5. Captain Voronin said.
But either he was trying to fool me or the ice was fooling
him, because no matter how hard we tried with full steam
to regain our natural element there we stuck with the front
on the ice. CA fine mess5, I thought, and for some unex-
plainable reason, as if I had foreseen all that and known it
could be avoided if only they had listened to me, I chuckled
secretly, waiting for Voronin to get us out. After all, he is
the ablest ice captain that Russia possesses.
Suddenly I felt the ship turning gently on its side. When
she had a strong list, and I could hardly control my urge
to draw the captain's attention to this new threat of disaster,
she straightened herself back into a vertical position. But
only to fall again into this newly acquired habit imme-
diately—this time to the left.
'Perekatckka*, Voronin smiled to me. 4We are playing
swings.5
'What, just for fun?51 replied.
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